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This is the year of the General 
Conference session in New 
Orleans, Louisiana. Young peo- 
ple from around the world will 
betraveling with their families to 
attend these historic meetings. 
What an opportunity! For learn- 
ing. For finding new friends. For 
adventure. We'd like you to be a 
part of it. How? By participating 
in Super Camp 1985. 

This issue’s Spotlight outlines 
this exciting program. Here in 
North America, five conference 
youth camps will open their 
doors to juniors and earliteens of 
families attending the session. 

These camps are located near 
major ports of entry, which 
makes it easy for the travelers to 
take adventage of them. They're 
also close to you. 

So be a part. Super Camp 
1985 has been designed to give 
you a spiritual, as well as 
recreational, experience. Look 
up Spotlight and find out how 
you can take advantage of this 
new idea. Make 1985 a year to 
The Indians stopped at the remember. 
fallen log. Kit was almost Les Pitton 
afraid to breathe. Page R Director, North American Youth Ministries 
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DON'T BURN 
STYROFOAM 


Ron Streeter 


On the weekend of October 4-7, 
about 2,400 Pathfinders and staff 
from eight conferences of the 
Columbia Union came together at 
Shawnee State Park, near Bedíord, 
Pennsylvania. The event? The 
Camporee Training Experience, a 
miniature dress rehearsal of the 
division camporee next summer in 
Colorado. And we learned a lot. In 
this issue of Command Post, | pass 
on to you some of the ideas that 
came from the Pathfinder staff in 
evaluation. Keep these in mind as 
you prepare for Camp Hale. They 
can be a real help. 

Marching. Moving the assem- 
blies in formation by conference is 
a necessity. Because of the size of 
the groups, marching will greatly 
enhance efficiency. Have plenty of 
instructional and directional signs. 

Vehicles. Keep vehicles off the 
road. Especially when Pathfinders 
are moving to and from assem- 
blies. Slow down, take your time 
and enjoy the walk. 

Medical Needs. Be aware of 
each Pathfinder’s medical needs. A 
medical history will let you know 
the needs and restrictions of every 
club member. Some may be taking 
medication. Have a qualified staff 
member keep all medications and 
dispense them on schedule to each 
Pathfinder who needs them. 

Medical Station. Each confer- 
ence should have a medical station 
with a nurse or physician readily 
available to handle any medical 
situation, Use of wrist identifica- 
tion bands for every camper is 
strongly recommended. 

Insurance. Be familiar with your 


club's insurance policy. Have a 
treatment release form for each 
member. 

Schedule. Know and follow the 
Camp Hale schedule. A special 
issue of PATHFINDER magazine, 
with a detailed schedule of events, 
will be given to each camper upon 
arrival. Announcements and 
updates will be broadcast daily 
over an FM station. Every director 
should have a portable FM radio 
and tune in. 

Weather. Colorado can get cold 
at night, so come prepared. An air 
mattress or foam pad will help 
insulate you from the cold and 
smooth out some of the rocky 


ground. Also, come ready for rain. 
Old-timers claim it could get pretty 
wet that time of the year. 

Tents. Bring long metal tent 
stakes, as some campsites have 
rocky soil. 

Burning Trash. Styrofoam cups 
and plates give off toxic fumes 
when burned. With so many 
campers, this could pose a real 
health hazard. Put all styrofoam 
products in waste disposal sites. 
Do not burn! 

The Columbia Union is excited 
about joining the other unions in 
Colorado. Hopefully some of these 
things we learned will help you. 
See you at Camp Hale! = 


ION 


Central Reservations 


Computerized inventory of over 3000 hotel rooms 
and condominiums in all of Vail’s 52 lodges. 


Up to the minute room status availability. 
Year-round reservations. 


(Outside Colorado) 


1-800-525-3875 


(In Colorado) 
303/476-5677 
Vail Resort Association 


“Ма з Chamber of Commerce” 
241 East Meadow Drive, Vail, Colorado 81657 


After identifying and collecting many of the 
flowers in the meadow, the Trailblazers 
headed for the woods. Suddenly they heard 
someone yell. 

“What was that?” asked Jena. 

“Sounds like Мас,” said Wendy. Quickly 
she looked around. “Where is he, anyway?” 
“Must be over there by the stream,” said Pete. 
Quickly they headed in that direction. Rounding 
the corner, there stood Mac. Muddy water streamed 
down his face onto his mud-coated clothes. 

“Look what I found,” he grinned. He held up 
his hand. “А lady’s slipper! And there's 
another one over there. Just be careful. The 
bank is really slick.” 
Tex laughed. “Looks to me like MacPherson has 
become an expert flower finder. Come on. Let's 
get back and press these in our books.” 
They headed down the trail with Bowline following 
close behind. 


Mac’s 
Slippery © 
Adventure? 


“Just look at all these flowers,” said Wendy. 

“Mrs. Kelinsky sure knows the good spots for 
collecting,” puffed Toby, right behind her. The 
Trailblazers were on a flower-collecting trip in a 
tree-lined mountain valley. 

“Let's see how many different kinds we can 
find here," said Tex. “Then we'll head up Ay 
toward the woods.” 

"| know where there's a stream," said Pete® 
“Maybe we can find a lady's slipper there,” 

“What do we want with some lady's slipper,” 
said Mac. “We're here to find flowers!” 

“A lady’s slipper is a flower,” laughed Tex. 
“Here's a picture of one in my field guide.” 

The Trailblazers crowded around Tex. 

“Boy, I'd sure liketo find one of thee, 

Mac said. 


Campanual 
rotundifolia 
Look for these in | 
edges of the leaves to \ meadows or rocky 
make strong pliable Ñ Slopes at moderate ог 
rope and cord. Irises high elevations. The 
row in pastures, Ñ ' enus name from the | 
elds, and open tin — campana, 
areas in the forest. means "little bell." 
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Sticky Geranium— 
Geranium 
7 ym tscosissimum 
hiladelphicum ) / is is one of several 
пиеси found Aquilegia formosa (| / western geraniums 
aspen groves or Can be found in open é ; with pinkish-purple 
meadows and for- woods, on banks, or 2 А Eflowers. They like to 
ests. It is too often near seeps. „Рог ДИ, Ssrow in open woods 
picked so it is not as mosa, the species h and meadows from 
common nov. name, means “beau- N lowlands to well into 
the mountains. 


Used with permission from Paul Е. Kennedy, American Wildflower Coloring Book. Copyright 1971 Dover Publications, Inc 
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< WR An old concrete aqueduct carry- ` 
k й g water down from n- 
tajns cut through the Is near 


ed 10 their: home. The water coursed*» 
slowly down the incline, perfect 
рех" «for tubing. But at ће base of the 
mountain И abruptly disappeared ~ 
into a huge culvert. The boys had 
never found where it came out. 


š A Dale, it has a tunnel! Who 

kno [ end? 

don't want to get anywhere прања 
PA 


d do you think | am?" 
ale. е can ride our 

bikes way above the tunnel 
entrance-and get out before we 
reach it. C'mon. Let's get the tubes 


А 


EY, TIM! Lef'$ go inner- umped am 
tubàgsiding today!” Dale е те going.” 

& called from Minos: porch of his "No!" Dat d looked at. 

Dhouse. Y the two boys sternly. “1 Spr 

AM idea, "said Tim. “Виш зо about your “canal, “he said. “It’s 


eat he spring, won't the water part of a flood control'system here 
be a cold?" 


in the mountains. There“ 
that takes it about a mile 
through the mountainside, ani 
iron guard is missing at 
entrance. At the other end is a 
flume that goes into a huge hole. 


tunnel 
two. 


ü 


The water just disappears under the 
ground. | never have found out 
where it comes out again. 


“But, Dad,” Dale ап ум 
can go upstreamand get out lo 
before we near the tunnel. TI a <A 
are ladders every quarter-mile or so “Well @оеѕ sound дапрег- i 
4 ous,” Tim answered. $ т 
"sai sfinal.’’ Dad Dale was silent for a moment. 


looked seVér ale knew he Then he whispered, “Let's go 

meant what he said. | any m, Gale? еи j 
1 i ; £ at?" Tim's eyes gpened + d v 

ide. "But your dad . 

“Who cares!" Dale glanced 

quickly around him. “Nobody will Tishcowe GS 
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know. We'll be gone only a little 
while.” 

“| don't know . . .'' Tim 
frowned. “We could get hurt or 
something." 

“Will you be serious?" Dale 
said. “Nothing's going to happen. 
Стоп, Ит hot.” 

“ОК, OK.” Пт held up a hand. 
“Let's just stay far away from that 
tunnel." 

“Of course we will. Let me grab 
my bike." Dale bounded ofí the 
porch and into the garage. 

They pedaled the two-mile ride 
uphill to the aqueduct. 


HE dirt road met the con- 

crete canal where the tunnel 
disappeared into the mountain- 
side. 

“You know, Tim," Dale panted 
as they came to a stop, "there's a 
ladder right here where we could 
get out just as easily as anywhere. 
Let's leave our bikes here and walk 
upstream. Then our bikes will be 
waiting for us when we get out.” 

"| thought you said we'd stay far 
away from the tunnel entrance,” 
Tim said. 

"Aw, it's far enough." Dale 
looked up at the cloudless sky. 
"Are you with me or not?” 

Tim shrugged his shoulders and 
got off his bike. Grabbing the 
tubes, the boys put them over their 
heads, then hurried up the road. 
Soon they reached a ladder leading 
down into the silent yet swift 
waters. 

“Well, | guess this is И” Dale 
leaned over the edge and threw in 
a stick. 

“Boy, the rate that water's 
going, we'll float down a lot faster 
than we walked up here!" Tim said 


H nervously. 


“Yeah! Isn't it great?" Dale 
shouted. "Let's get with it." Gin- 
gerly they eased themselves down 
the ladder and were soon floating 
swiftly along. But it wasn't really so 
great. The silence in the canal was 
strange. And there was nothing to 
do but watch the concrete walls 
flash by. Where was the fun? 

"Dale. My legs are about to 
freeze!" Tim squirmed. He didn't 
seem to be enjoying himself much 
either. 

Suddenly they rounded the 
bend. The tunnel's dark opening 
loomed ahead. Tim was right. It 
took a whole lot less time than 
walking. The tunnel gaped only a 
few feet away. Tim grabbed for the 
ladder. With much effort he pulled 
himself and the tube out of the 
frigid water. Dale was right 
behind. But just as his hand 
touched the bottom rung, his tube 
bumped the wall. The smooth 
metal bar slipped from his fingers. 
The tube spun into the middle of 
the canal. 

“Dale!” screamed Tim. “You're 
heading right for the tunnel!” 

“Help me! I can't stop!” yelled 
Dale. He tried to stand up. But the 
thigh-deep water was too swift. 
Even with his tennis shoes digging 
the rough bottom, he was shoved 
along. 

The deep, dark mouth of the 
tunnel loomed right over Dale. He 
tried to clutch the canal walls, but 
they were too slippery. The last 
thing he heard as he was dragged 
into the tunnel's black interior was 
a final wail from Tim. “Dale... 
Nooooo0!" 


LACKNESS. Horrible, silent 
cold blackness engulfed the 
terrified boy. Hard as he tried, 


Dale couldn't stop himself from 
being swept along. The tunnel 
walls were straight and its floors 
slippery. It was no use. 

Then a small, round light about 
the size of a baseball appeared 
ahead. Dale realized it was the end 
ofthe tunnel, growing larger by the 
minute. 

"What's going to happen to 
me?" Dale's voice echoed off the 
interior of the tunnel. “Oh God, 
help me somehow." But he had 
disobeyed his father. Would God 
help him now? 

When Dale disappeared into the 
tunnel, Tim stood on the canal 
wall, frozen with fear. But then 
something clicked inside. He had 
to get help. Tim leaped on his bike 
and raced down the road to Dale's 
house. Throwing open the front 
door, he shouted, “Hurry! Help! 
Dale's gone!” 

Dale's father lost no time in 
gathering up a length of rope. 
Roaring off in the truck, he calcu- 
lated the few minutes he knew 
Dale had. No matter how he 
figured, he knew his son had 
already met his death in the under- 
ground siphon at the other end of 


the tunnel. But he also knew 
exactly where that tunnel came 
out. И there was any hope, he 
would be there. 

“1 don't want to die!” Dale 
shouted. He thrashed and strug- 
gled against the unending force of 
gray water bearing him even closer 
to the end of the tunnel. His tube, 
bobbing about a hundred feet 
ahead, suddenly dropped. 

“Oh no! The end.” Dale was 
frantic. “Dear God, stop me!” 

A dull roar, the flume, was 
breaking the tunnel's eerie silence. 
Then, just at the edge, his fingers 
slipped into a crack. The joint 
between the tunnel and the flume 
wall. He stopped. 

The force of the water was 
unbelievable. 


ELP!” His aching muscles 

cramped. “Jesus, help 
me! | can’t hold on. Send me an 
angel, please. Just one angel to get 
me out of here.” 

“Dale! Hang on! I’ve got a 
rope!” Dale turned his head 
enough to see his father silhouetted 
against the sky at the mouth of the 
tunnel. He clutched a rope in one 
hand. With the other he clung to 
the barbed-wire fence surrounding 
the flume. The rope dangled about 
five feet away, past the end of the 
tunnel. 

“That's as close as | can get it!” 
yelled Dad. “You'll have to grab it 
on your way over. Ready?” 

“Here | come!” Dale had по 


choice but to let go. As he tumbled 
over the edge he grabbed for the 
small strand of rope. He caught its 
last few inches. 

In a moment, strong arms 
grabbed him and pulled him out of 
the canal. He stood for a moment, 
catching his breath. 

There was a moment of silence. 
Then Dad threw his warm, strong 
arms around Dale. 

“Oh, Dad. I’m sorry | didn't 
listen to you,” said Dale. His 
weary arms ached. “You weren't 
trying to wreck my fun. You just 
didn’t want me to get hurt.” 

With tears in his eyes, Dad 
nodded. 

“But I’m listening now.” Dale 
buried his face in his father’s 
shoulder. “Let's go home.” = 


How to get the best of Vail 
without the cost getting the best of you. 


It’s simple: the best of Vail is at the Racquet Club, at the foot of Vail Pass along Gore Creek. When you 
stay at the Vail Racquet Club, you'll have a luxurious townhome or condominium, complete athletic 
facilities, an outstanding French restaurant, and free bus service to the lifts or the center of town. 

Best of all, because you won't be paying center-of-town prices, you'll be saving a substantial amount of 
money while you enjoy the ultimate in resort living. 

The elegant rental accommodations at the Vail Racquet Club average 36 percent less than in-town 
condominiums—yet the facilities offer much, much more. Full court sports amenities include tennis, 


handball, squash, racquetball, and an on-premise teaching pro. After skiing or tennis you can relax in the 
sauna, steam room, or jacuzzi. Or meet for dinner in the exclusive Racquet Club Restaurant. 
And aquick shuttle bus ride takes you to the lifts or the shops in Vail Village without ever worrying about 
a parking place. 
So this summer don’t let Vail get the best of you. Let the Vail Racquet Club give you the best of 
everything instead. For reservations, contact the Vail Racquet Club, P.O. Box 1437, Vail, Colorado 81658. 


Or telephone 303-476-4840. 


May 24th - September 29th 


Minimum 2 nights 


Vail 


Each additional person $5 
1 Bedroom - 2 регѕопѕ (тах. 4) - $ 65 
2Bedroom - 4persons (тах. 6) - $ 90 
3 Bedroom - брегѕопѕ (тах. 8) - $130 
3 Bedroom Townhome - 6 persons (max. 8) - 8155 


RacquetClub 


Have you ever seen а weatherman with purple 
petals? Try looking in the woods for a small flower. 
It’s called the scarlet pimpernel. And it can predict 
the weather. How? With its colorful petals. 
If rain is on the way or the skies are cloudy, the 
petals close up tight. But if they open up, you’re in 
for a sunny day. 


Experts say you're taller in the morning. 
Why? When you stand, the cartilage in your 
spinal column is compressed. But when you 
lie down, it slowly expands again. 

That makes you about a quarter-inch 
taller in the morning than you were the 
night before. 


Spring Thaw 


With spring here, you’d think most Pathfinders would be heading outdoors. 
Right? Well, that depends on where you live. Pathfinders way up north in Fairbanks, 
Alaska, are going to have to bundle up if they go outside. Average temperatures there 
in March range from — 6° F. to 24° Е. Meanwhile, Pathfinders in Miami, Florida, will 

J be hitting the beaches, enjoying a warm 71°F. 


“Ач Pencil Point 


Touch your skin. Did you know your body is made 
up of mostly water and the element carbon? 
Carbon is the material that makes up graphite. 
What's graphite? It's the "lead" in pencils. 
Now if you could take the carbon out of your body 7 


and make pencils from it, you could make more 
than nine hundred pencils. 


Now that's somet] е about! 


Brush Up on History 


How would you brush your teeth if you didn't have a 
toothbrush? Well, before 1770, people used to rub a rag 
against them. Then a British convict named Addis came 


up with a better idea. 
Mr. Addis took a small bone Нед saved from dinner 
and bore tiny holes in it. Then he tied bristles together 
into little brushes and wedged them into the holes. And he 
had the first toothbrush. 
When Mr. Addis was released from prison he started 
manufacturing these toothbrushes. And the rest is his- 
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your eyes open? Impossible, you say? 

fish do it all the time. e Fish can't close 

e they don't have any eyelids. So how do they 
eeping very still in the water. However, 
ame deep, sound sleep you have. The 
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pring! 
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This exploded diagram 


showsthe different parts of 


the swallowtail kite and 
how they fit together. 


Materials: 


2 pieces 4" x 36" pine 
Stringer or bamboo 
splint. e Kite string e 
Rubber cement White 
glue • Y,” metal or 
plastic washer • Wire 
(optional) « 1 sheet 
plastic or tissue paper 
40" x 40" e 


STEP 1: 


Cut the pine stringers or 
bamboo splints to 36" 
lengths. These are the 
kite struts. 


And with warm weather comes outdoor fun. Here's a 


УЫ us 
e PRAE 


2—4 
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STEP 2: 


Notch each end of the 
struts and wrap the ends 
with string to prevent 
splitting. Glue the string 
to the struts to hold it in 
place. 


STEP 3: 


Bend one strut into a bow 
shape as shown and tie 
with string through the 
notches. 


STEP 4: 


Fasten the second strut to 
the middle of the 
bow-shaped strut as 
illustrated. This joint can 
be made using string 


colorful idea that’s sure to get your summer off the 
ground. It’s easy, too. Just follow the directions below 


for some high-flying fun! 


STEP 5 


wenn 


illustrated works well, but 
try your own design. 


STEP 8: 


Cut a 20" length of string 
and tie one end to the 
joint between the two 
struts. Tie the other end to 
the vertical strut 12” 
down from the cross joint. 
This is the bridle string. 


STEP 9: 


Tightly knot your roll of 
string—it's called the 
pilot line—to the bridle. 


STEP 10: 


Now you're ready for a 
test flight. Remember, 
kite flying is a balancing 
art. Be prepared to do 
some adjustments to your 
creation to keep it in the 
air. 


and glue or a piece of 
wire. Tie securely. 


STEP 5: 


Apply rubber cement to 
the front sides of the struts 
and then position the 
framework at the center 
of the plastic or tissue 
sheet. The glue should 
fasten the framework to 
the sheet tightly. 


STEP 6: 


Trim the sheet away from 
the top edge of the 
bow-shaped strut 
leaving a 2” overlap. 
Fold this over the strut 
and glue securely. 


STEP 7: 


Trim the rest of the sheet 
into whatever shape you 
desire. The one 


That's it! You're ready to 
try your "wings." Have 
funi 
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Locations ot the 1985 AVE you ever played softball with a first 
General Conference Super Camps. baseman from Baden-Wuerttemberg? 
Raced a canoe against a team from Central 
Sulawesi? You could get your chance, At 
Super Camp 1985. ж What's Super Camp? It's 
a special program for kids (junior/earliteen 
age) whose parents will be attending the 
General Conference session in New Orleans, 
June, 1985. ж Super Camp will be held at 
conference youth and day camps across the 
States. Horseback riding. Archery and tennis. 
Ж Camp Yorktown Bay Swimming and waterskiing. Plus other excit- 
ing activities. ж Everybody's welcome. So 
< start planning now іо Бе а рагі of this дгеа! 


Ж Leoni Meadows 
Camp Blue Ridge% 


Ж. Camp p Falls 


New Orleans Day Campi 


Жж ` ^ Ў 
Camp Kulaqua international event. 
+ For more information and/or application, write: Super 


Ж Camp 1985, NAD Youth Department, 6840 Eastern 
D.C. 20012. 


How'd you like to have only an egg, some dry 
beans, anda piece of bread to eat all day? Or 
sleep on the ground with only a blanket? 
That's how a Somalian refugee /lives. 
(Somalia is an East African country.) 
Arkansas’ hope Melonairs simulated refugee 
life for twenty-four hours. Why? To raise money. 
Sponsors pledged 25 cents for each hour spent as a “refugee.” 
Ten club members raised nearly $200. Enough to provide 
thirty-one refugees food, shelter, and medicine for two weeks. 
Funds were sent to World Concern, a relief organization in 
P Seattle, Washington. Phone: (206) 777-6481. 


ITHIN MINUTES the sky was covered with dots of bright color. 
Helium-filled balloons were оп: Мей, way to witness. How? 
Iowa-Missouri Pathfinders attached papertagsto each balloon. 
On it they wrote their name, address, and phone number and a 
favorite Bible text. EC = 

After God's blessing was asked, the balloons were released at 
the same time. Where will they come down? Lookfor an update in 


a future Spotlight! Б Ta Ex: 


His Кееп ears 


caught sounds behind him. 


He stobbed. 


He heard the sounds again. It was footsteps. 


Ame SNAPPED under 
Tara's foot as she and Halle 
hiked through the woods. 

“This pack is really getting 
heavy,” sighed Halle. “How much 
farther to our camping spot?” 

“Should be up past that huge 
cedar tree,” replied Tara. “It looks 
like there's a small clearing just on 
the other side. That’s where Dad 
and Seth said they’d meet us.” 

Halle adjusted her pack. “Well, 
| hope you're right. I’m starved. | 
wonder what Dad’s planning for 
supper?” 

“I don't know,” said Tara. “But 
he's probably already gotten it 
fixed. With his long legs its hard to 
keep up with him.” 

“I know,” laughed Halle. “Poor 
Mom. She almost has to run to stay 
up with him on the trail.” 

Tara and Halle passed the huge 
cedar tree. 

“Hey! It's about time you got 
here,” said Dad. “What took you 
so long?” 

“Halle’s pack got heavier each 
step she took,” said Tara. “So we 
had to stop alot. | think maybe next 
trip she'll leave a few of those 
can't-get-along-without items at 
home!" 

“That's probably true,” said 
Dad. “But right now we need to 
gather some firewood. It'll be dark 
soon. А warm campfire will feel 
good once the sun disappears 
behind that mountain." 

“Hey, Seth," said Tara, “I 
passed a felled tree near the side of 
the trail just a little ways back. It'll 
make some great kindling. Let's go 
get some.” 


Denny Bond 


He was being trailed! 


by O. J. Robertson 


бер 

Tara and Seth loaded their arms 
with wood and carried it back to 
camp. Seth grabbed a piece of the 
rotting wood and began breaking it 
into small pieces of kindling. Sud- 
denly he stopped. 

“Dad! Look!” he shouted. “This 
wood is doing weird things!” 

“I don't see anything so weird,” 
= Halle, peering over-his shoul- 

er. 

"Butdon't you see it?" said Seth. 
“It looks like it's glowing.” 

“Let me see,” said Tara. 

They gathered around the piece 
of wood that Seth was holding. 

“Oh, | see it now,” said Halle. 
“What makes it do that? Is it full of 
electricity?” 

“No,” said Dad. “That's fox 
fire.” 

“Fox Еге!” exclaimed Seth. 
“What's that?” 

“Its real name is Armillaria mel- 
lea. 105 a fungus that grows on 
rotting wood. In the right kind of 
light, usually a dim light, it pro- 
duces a luminous effect. Or as Seth 
described it, it makes the wood 
look like it's glowing.” 

"You know," continued Dad, 
x fire once helped save aman’s 
ife.” 

“How did it do that?" asked 
Tara. 


Ws. it happened a long 
time ago,'' said Dad. 


"Late one evening, Kit Carson, the 


famous Kentucky explorer, was 
heading back to his camp several 
miles downstream. He'd been set- 
ting beaver traps along the upper 
Timpas River. He was tired from 
walking, and his moccasined feet 
ached. To add to his discomfort, 
he'd seen Indian signs along the 
way: a covered campfire in the 
hills and a few tracks down by the 
river's edge. 

“He figured the tracks belonged 
to a company of Utes out looking 
for deer. He hoped they were not 
part of the gang that had attacked a 
nearby fort the month before. 
Those Indians had been hard to 
handle! He knew it would be 
unpleasant meeting them alone. 

“Kit thought if he stayed in the 
shadows that no one could see 
him. Besides, it was just starting to 
get dark. 

“But he’d walked only a couple 
of miles when his keen ears caught 
sounds behind him. He stopped. 
He heard the sounds again—a light 
rustle in the leaves. It was foot- 
steps. He was being trailed! Not by 
one man, but at least three or four. 

“Kit knew they were Utes. And 
because some of their warriors had 
gotten killed at the fort, they’d 
probably take a white man’s scalp 
in a minute. 

“He had to outwit the Indians. 
But he was too tired to run. And if 
he did, the Indians would know he 
had discovered them. He was low 
on gunpowder. Of course, what 
good was gunpowder if you 
couldn't see your target? 

“Slowly he began to increase his 
pace. He knew the wild hill coun- 
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try better than the Indians who 
lived eastward on the plains. With 
a streak of luck, he might leave 
them in the forest. 


HE woods grew darker. 

With his mind so occupied, 
he didn't see the big log stretched 
across his path. Stumbling, he 
sprawled over it and hit the 
ground. A sharp pain shot up from 
his right foot. It had caught under 
the logand had twisted sideways as 
he fell.” 

“What a time to get a sprain!” 
Halle exclaimed. 

Dad nodded. “Ки got up but 
when he set his right foot down, he 
knew he couldn’t make it much 
farther, especially with the Indians 
on his trail. 

“Angrily, Kit kicked the log with 
his left foot. The log sounded 
hollow. He dropped down on his 
knees and peered in. A long 
wooden tunnel—long enough for 
him to crawl into and hide— 
stretched before him. 

“There was a chance the Indfans 
might not find him. But he'd have 
to hurry. Lying down, he eased 
himself into the log, pushing his 
rifle along ahead of him. 

“The log was roomy enough. 
But it was damp and rotten; 
Decaying wood showered down 
on his clothes and stuck to his 
sweaty buckskin breeches and 
jacket. Kit figured if the Utes didn't 
find him, he'd sleep ji 


“How awful." Halle frowned. 
“That must have been uncomforta- 
ble.” 

Dad smiled. “It got a lot more 
uncomfortable because—the Utes 
were expecting trickery. They 
stopped when they came to the 
fallen log. When they saw the moss 
and leaves had been disturbed at 
the end of the log, they chattered 
loudly in broken English. 

“White man in log,’ they had 
said. ‘He no escape now.” 

“Kit started inching himself out 
of his hideaway. He figured if he 
surrendered peacefully, the Utes 
might not harm him. There was 
even a chance they'd trade him for 
some of the Indians captured at the 
fort. 

“As he backed out, more rotting 
wood, rained down. It clung to his 
hair and stuck to his face. With a 
painful effort he rose to his feet. In 
the dimness he saw three forms 
standing before him like statutes. 

“He expected the Indians to 
grab him and bind him hand and 
foot. Instead, all three began to 


al 
Kit's entire body 
glowed witha soft 
licht. It looked like he 
was on fire. - 


yw grabbed his spoon and bo 


back up. ‘Fire Spirit!’ one of the 
Indians yelled. ‘Fire Spirit!’ the 
other two repeated. Then they 
turned and ran. 

“Kit wasn’t quite sure what had 
gotten into the Indians. That is, 
until he raised his hand to brush his 
hot brow. He saw that his arm 
glowed with a soft light. He looked 
down. His whole body was glow- 
ing as if it were on fire.” 

“Fox fire!” exclaimed Seth. 

“That's right,” said Dad. “The 
rotting wood inside the log was full 
of fox fire. И was all over Kit—on 
his clothes, in his hair, even on his 
face.” 


ARA picked up another 

piece of the rotting wood. 
“You know, we’d have never seen 
the fox fire if Seth hadn't broken the 
wood apart.” 

“That's right,” said Dad. “God 
has made man special things out in 
nature that He's just waiting for us 
to discover. We've just got to take 
the time to search them out.” 

“1 never realized that a piece of 
rotting wood could be beautiful,” 
said Halle. “It was one of God's 
nature secrets. | wonder what else | 
can find?” 

“Well, right now,” said Seth, “I 
think we should get that fire going. 
I’m hungry enough to eat a bear!” 

“Wouldiyou settle for some of 
Mom's'camp bread and hot фир?” 
asked Dad. 

"You bet!” 


said Seth 
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Based on a puzzle in Fules magazine (Budapest). I 
5 Hold On! 


Imagine all the objects pictured 
1 below were covered with wet 
paint. If you picked one up and 
held it as you normally would, 
what kind of print would it leave in 
your hand? You figgeridowt. 
Match the objects to the prints 
they'd leave, then check your 
answers. If you’re left-handed, it 
might help to hold the page up toa 
mirror. 
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